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lowly vale with one bare dwelling, so lonesome and
so perfectly secure/' which Wordsworth loved so
well and beside which he lived so contentedly for a
year, and then partly drove and partly walked down
the famous Red Scar Road which opened at each
winding exquisite views of Grasmere and the hills
enclosing it. On our way home we stopped at Dove
Cottage. The old keeper showed us round the
cottage and told us when and how she met Words-
worth and talked to him. Later on we walked up
the garden at the back so prettily laid out by the
poet and his sister and sat on the rustic seat at the
top where the laureate held his evening-communion
with nature. However, I did not care for carriage
excursions and so I would, as a rule, walk to some
distant bend or high spot which overlooked a long
stretch of the lake and there rest and read and
return late to the Hydro by coach or steamer. Rydal
Water somehow always fascinated me. It was
perhaps the quaint beauty of that little lake or more
likely the literary associations connected with it
that drew me to its side. Anyhow, I remember one
fine morning rowing across the lake to the Ferry Inn
opposite Bowness and then walking along the shaded
path by the lake, round Wray Castle and through
the pretty Rothay Valley past Rydal Mount to
Wordsworth's seat on Rydal Water. The afternoon
had well advanced when I reached the rocks on the
top of which is the seat. It is now overgrown with
trees obscuring the view of the lake, and so I went
down to the shore and there I threw my .tired limbs
down on a couch that I most unexpectedly found